CHAPTER 160 


September 29, 2011 


“Just needed some fresh air from the inn. You wouldn’t believe how much they 
tease me about Yu.” 


Justin and Yukiko were hanging around the shrine after school, just kind of sitting 
there and talking about random shit. You know, it was strange; Justin considered 
Yukiko a really good friend of his, but they never actually talked or hung out around 
each other outside of the main group. Sure they walked to school together, but Chie 
was there too, so it wasn’t QUITE the same thing. This would mark the first time in a 
long while it was just the two of them sitting around talking about bullshit. At the 
moment, it was the topic of work at the inn; seemed Yukiko was getting really tired 
of having to devote all her freetime to that place, which Justin could understand. It 
was HER freetime, and not theirs after all. But a job is a job, and someone has to do 
it; so she put up with constantly being dragged from her social life to work at the 
inn. 


“Now, they're saying | should bring him home... Adults are so quick to poke fun at 
me... It's such a hassle, isn't it...? B-But of course my family runs an inn, so guests 
come by all the time...” Yukiko continued to muse out loud on the topic of Yu. It was 
a little awkward for Justin, to be honest, listening to her concerns in regards to the 
two of them, but he listened all the same. After all, he could relate in a long of ways. 
Not necessarily the bringing him home part, since Justin could do that with Chie 
anytime. It was one of the few perks of having dead parents. No, it was more so the 
OPPOSITE; Chie couldn’t really bring Justin to her house because her father flipped 
his shit at the mere sight of the boy. You’d swear Justin kicked in his door one day 
dressed up as a Vietnam vet and shot up the place with a machine gun or 
something with the way he acted. 


“Maybe you should invite him; Yu’s well-behaved enough, right?” Justin suggested, 
though that only served to make Yukiko blush really hard. It was bad enough her 
parents and the inn’s staff were doing this kind of stuff to her, she didn’t need Justin 
doing the same. Of course, Justin meant no harm by that; he simply thought it 
would be nice for Yu to meet her parents. He’d have to do it eventually anyway, and 
at the very least they could see he was a good kid. Which was more chance than 
Chie’s parents... well, father, ever gave him. She shrugged after a moment. 


“| don’t know...” 


“Oh, Yuki-chan!” The two were interrupted by the voice of a man approaching them. 
By this point Justin was keeping count of how many times this has happened now. 
Seventy two... Okay, maybe not quite that much; but it had to be close. The two’s 


eyes fell upon the sight of the deputy mayor approaching the two, a look of curiosity 
on his face. Not towards the two sitting their at the shrine of course, but rather the 
fact that Yukiko had been here. “The people at the inn seemed very busy. Is 
something going on?” The deputy mayor questioned. He needed to know if there 
was a big event in town so he could prepare. Yukiko just seemed confused though. 


“Huh?” Yukiko questioned after a moment, not really sure why the inn would be 
busy. Or at least; she hadn’t at first, but then it struck her like a runaway train out 
of Chicago. Within a split second, Yukiko’s demeanor had change from one of calm 
confusion to one of panicked worriment. “Oh no! Today was the interview for the 
travel show!” She shouted, gasping a bit as it suddenly struck her that she had 
something she was supposed to do today. She had forgotten all about it, and yet 
here she was sitting at the shrine and wasting time with Justin. The deputy mayor 
nodded, giving a small grin before rushing off to make preparations, leaving Yukiko 
behind to fret about how late for the interview she was. 


“You're going to be on TV?” Justin remarked with curiosity. She had been on 
television before, but Justin hadn’t seen it. In all honesty, being on television wasn’t 
all it was cracked up to be these days thanks to the murder investigation. But still, 
the thought of being on television somewhere across the country... It was kind of 
exciting, wasn’t it? Yukiko tilted her head to the side a bit as she stood up from her 
seat. 


“Well... sorta. I’m not the one that’s getting interviewed. It's for a travel show. It 
looks like a serious show, and we agreed to it because my mother and | won't be 
filmed. But they need me to help clean, so | have to go now.” Yukiko bowed her 
head a bit; and for just a brief moment, it seemed as if she were ready to run as fast 
as she could back to the inn. Well, she had anyway until she was cut off again by a 
familiar face running up to her. Justin didn’t recognize the woman, but it was pretty 
clear that Yukiko did. “Kasai-san? What's wrong?” Yukiko questioned the woman as 
she came to a stop in front of her, breathing heavily as she stood in front of Yukiko, 
a look of panic and concern on her face. 


“That TV crew came, but don't go to the inn! It was a trick! It's those people from 
that ‘news of the weird’ show! And | think they're looking for you! So stay put, you 
got that?” She ordered Yukiko with concern. Justin couldn’t help but growl a bit 
under his breath as he stood up, straightening his spine out. He remembered that 
news report from a while back they tried to do with Yukiko; and she wasn’t too 
pleased about it then. Somehow, Justin got a feeling it was the same show. And the 
same reporters from the looks of the group of men that had apparently followed this 
woman here, laughing and smiling deviously at the three of them. Justin just 
crossed his arms and glared. He broke their camera once, and he'd do it again. 


“There you are. No use in hiding, future manager of the cursed inn.” The field 
reporter mocked as he slowly approached the two, laughing to himself as if he had 


just struck comedy gold. Yukiko just seemed really confused; and why wouldn’t she 
be? The fuck did they mean by cursed inn? It wasn’t like it was haunted or 
something. 


“C-Cursed Inn?” She questioned with puzzlement. The reporters only laughed 
harder at that, as though finding amusement in her ignorance. Justin snarled a bit at 
them, but otherwise held his ground; he supposed they hadn’t done anything wrong 
YET. But he was waiting, watching; and when they slipped up, he’d be ready to tear 
them a new asshole, which he would then promptly shove that camera of theirs up. 
Hopefully the glass lens was still broken for just such an occasion. 


“We know all about that murder case. Mayumi Yamano stayed at your place, right? 
And you guys've been hurting what with the drop in visitors, huh? So | came up with 
a great idea! ‘The High-School Manager's Embarrassing Struggle: Renovating the 
Cursed Inn!’ How's that grab you? The customers will be pouring in, | tell ya.” The 
reporter proposed, though it was pretty clear it wasn’t a serious proposal and just 
him mocking the poor girl. Yukiko wasn’t even sure how to respond by this point; 
how exactly do you respond to some shithead coming up to you and saying that 
kind of stuff. Well besides from shoving your foot up up their ass. Right next to the 
camera. 


“| don’t understand what you-” Yukiko questioned again with confusion. What 
exactly did the announcer’s stay there have to do with their inn? She couldn’t say 
she was too pleased about them wanting to broadcast the place as being cursed; 
that was for damn sure. 


“| want you to be the star. When we introduce the hot springs, let us film a little 
bathing scene, eh? ‘The Modest Manager's Steamy Service!’ Our ratings will go 
through the roof!” The reporter announced, leaning forward ever so slightly, closer 
to Yukiko, much to her horror. The camera crew just cheered him on, which was 
sickening in damn near every sense of the word. By this point Justin was furious; 
what kind of sick fuck puts pressure on a teenage girl to do that kind of thing. 


“Listen you motherfu-“ Justin was immediately cut off by the field reporter shoving 
him out of the way; which was really a shitty move all things considered. Justin 
stumbled, trying to keep his balance without hitting the grass beneath him. Well if it 
wasn’t already something he had planned to do before, he was going to rip their 
heads off and shit down their throats. No one lays a finger on him; especially not 
some perverted asshole. Yukiko passed a concerned gaze towards Justin before 
turning her attention back to the reporters, trying to sound as officious as possible 
given the circumstances. 


“Anyway, please leave. We are not interested in your coverage.” She ordered 
politely, but also forcefully, trying a different route than Justin had on getting them 
to leave. Alas, however, the field reporter had no intention of leaving with no for an 


answer. He sighed, slowly beginning to try and close the gap between him and the 
girl, as if to impose himself upon her. 


“You're refusing? Look, kid... You don't know the power of television, do you? Well, | 
can't blame you, living in the countryside. We're trying to help you out here. | mean, 
do you WANT the patrons to dry up? If you're gonna be the next manager, I'm 
trusting you to make the right decision here.” The reporter propagated, trying to 
strike fear into Yukiko’s heart by showing her just how much of a living hell he could 
make her life if she refused to offer them coverage. Oh yes; the media just loved to 
manipulate the news to their own agenda. Yukiko averted eye contact, a slightly 
sorrowful expression in her eyes. 


“I... won’t be the next manager...” Yukiko remarked sadly, a dull gleamless look to 
her eyes as she stared down at the ground. Justin wasn’t sure what she was upset 
about, but he could still feel his heartstrings being pulled as Yukiko stood there in 
defeat, head hung in sorrow. Made probably worse by the fact that the report team 
just would not let up. 


“Oh, really? Hmmm... That so? Well, you just say the word, and | can hook you up 
with a better gig than running this dump of an inn. You could call yourself the 
‘Former High-School Innkeeper’... Heheheh, I'm already liking the sound of that! 
Why don't you hear me out?” The reporter continued to try and approach her. Justin 
was about to jump the guy, but it seemed that Kasai wanted to try and handle this 
as diplomatically as possible. 


“How dare you Say that to Yuki-chan...!” She shouted, trying to force herself 
between the two to stop the guy from talking to her, to keep him away from Yukiko. 
Yukiko just delicately pushed her aside though, reassuring her that she wasn’t 
afraid of the asshole with a microphone and camera with a quick gesture of her 
hands. 


“It’s okay. Let him say what he wants. He’ll go home once he gets it all out.” 
Yukiko reassured the woman before slowly turning her eyes towards the reporter, 
sighing as though to give him permission to just get this done with. The reporter, 
needless to say, was furious that Yukiko wasn’t taking him as a serious threat, that 
she wasn’t accepting his rather fucked up proposal. It was a good thing they 
weren't filming, because what happened next was some pretty fucked up stuff; it 
would be a shame if his character was destroyed on television because he wanted 
to creep on a sixteen year old girl. 


“What the shit...? You say your inn has been going for generations, but all that 
means is, it's crappy and run-down. Tradition is so last year. You'd be better off if 
you did close up shop. I've seen the stuff you serve... Small portions, decent 
service, nothing that stands out. If you want customers, you can't just do the same 
old, same old. You guys don't get that, and that's why you suck. Your waitresses 
don't even give any extra service unless you tip 'em, huh? Heyyyy... | know! Why 


don't you make all the waitresses young girls, and have 'em do all-day menus? 
Y'know, spread the futon out, then go straight in! But anyways, | was saying... Let's 
give your place a little TV-style publicity. Use your head, willya?” The reporter 
continued to bash the inn and suggest all sorts of perveted fucked up shit. Justin 
was about to deck the guy in all honesty, but then... then something had happened. 
Like some had lit a fire in Yukiko. She was biting her lip, trying to prevent her from 
shouting in rage at the man who insulted her home and traditions; but it was just 
too much. Within a split second, the normally calm and collected Yukiko had 
exploded in a fit of anger. 


“the hell up!” Yukiko shouted, the shut portion beign cut off by her trying to force 
her mouth close. Justin’s jaw dropped immediately, eyebrows shot up with shock. 
This wasn’t something he had come to expect from Yukiko... But he kind of liked it. 
Good on her for giving them their shit back. They deserved it. The group jumped 
back a bit with surprised at the sudden outburst, infuriated, but also kind of 
frightened. “Don't say another word about our inn! Who'd take your stupid ideas 
seriously!? From now on, we refuse ANY coverage from your station!” Yukiko 
dictated, blowing the newscast off permanently. 


“You... bitch! If that's how you wanna play it, I'll plaster those words all over prime 
time! See how that feels!” The field reporter threatened, calling her all sorts of 
derogatory names. Yukiko wasn’t offended though; in fact, despite being incredibly 
pissed off, she seemed to have control of this entire situation; of her rage and 
anger. 


“Go ahead, by all means. And we'll respond with an official complaint to your 
sponsors.” Yukiko threatened in kind. The cameramen were very clearly alarmed by 
that threat, though the field reporter remained on her ass on the matter. Or at least 
he had until he felt a tapping sensation on his shoulder. He turned around, anger in 
his eyes to be met by the overshadowing figure of Yu. And he was very pissed off 
from the looks of it. That was saying something coming from Yu. 


“| believe the lady asked you to go.” He glared at the reporter. The reporter in kind 
just backed away slowly. He was surrounded on all sides by this point; and it wasn’t 
looking too good. His eyes darted from angry face to angry face, then to the 
panicked expressions of his crew members. And then as if it finally clicked with him, 
he realized no one wanted him here. Violentally so. 


“...TSkK, I’m outta here.” He tried to play it off coolly, pushing his way past Yu and 
ordering his equipment crew to follow. Of course, the moment he was out of sight 
he ran like a roadrunner, his crew keeping pace surprisingly well for a bunch of 
people holding a huge camera. The four of them stood there, staring at where the 
reporters had been a moment earlier. For a moment, there was nothing but 
awkward tension in the air. Perhaps that was the reason Yukiko had burst into a fit 


of laughter; as if it were so awkward it was funny. Most of the others chuckled a bit 
as she laughed, though none really joined her laughter to quite the same extent. 


“| said some incredible things...” Yukiko remarked over her laughter, blushing with 
embarrassment, but otherwise finding humor in the situation. The others just shook 
their heads a bit, wide grins on their face as the watched Yukiko struggle to contain 
her laughter. At the very least it was nice to see the situation hadn’t broken her 
Spirits. If anything, Justin would say it did her some good to get those skeletons out 
of her closet. Justin slowly turned his eyes over to Yu, smirking a but. 


“Nice of you to drop in, Captain Chivalrey.” Justin joked a bit. Yu just shook his head 
rolling his eyes and laughing a bit. 


“Last | checked, that was you.” He remarked, stepping to the side to allow the 
woman from earlier to pass by. She had some work to do at the Inn, so this was 
about where she took her leave. Justin shook his head a bit; partially in amusement, 
partially in denial. He wasn’t THAT chivalrous... right? He just kind of... happened 
to... Actually, fuck it. Captain Chivalry sounded about right. Wonder if any super 
powers come with the turf... 


“| just... kind of lost it when he was insulting everyone. W-Was | scary?” Yukiko 
questioned after a moment, blushing as if concerned about her appearances. She 
was still just getting off her laughter high; but otherwise it seemed like a serious 
question. Justin shrugged his shoulders in an indifferent manner; not indifferent 
towards the question mind you, but rather, the embarrassed expression on Yukiko’s 
face. As if it didn’t matter in the slightest; as if all of this was just some joke. 


“Where was THAT Yukiko all this time? New Yukiko is AWESOME.” Justin joked. “Ten 
out of ten, five out five stars, would like and recommend to a friend.” Yeah, okay, 
maybe a little overkill with the internet jokes, given the way Yu slapped him upside 
the head, but otherwise, it was pretty clear everyone was cool with it. 


“Really? Thank goodness.” Yukiko sighed with relief, glad that she didn’t just look 
like some queen bitch who was out to tear everyone a new one. Her eyes slowly 
shot up to the sky for a moment, smile shrinking slightly, but not fully from her face. 
“There was a time not long ago when | thought, ‘It'd be better off if it closed,’ but 
it's like my home... It's where everyone in my world is...” She mused allowed, a 
sudden revelation seeming to strike her from the heavens above. The other two 
smiled a bit. 


“We all think that kind of stuff; it’s almost like wishing your parents were dead.” 
Justin tried to cheer her up a bit; because while not everyone got the pleasure of 
inheriting an inn, everyone had been in a position where they thought they’d be 
better off without someone or something, only to realize they really did need it in 
their life. Yukiko didn’t really get the comparison though; partially because she had 


never wished something like that on her parents, partially because she couldn’t 
understand the relation to wanting your parents to die and running away from it all. 


“What's the difference?” 


“Sometimes it works.” 


